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mercy upon your unhappy soul!" Having concluded
this awful formula in his most sonorous cadence, the
Judge, dismounting his formidable beaver, gave a famil-
iar nod to his unfortunate acquaintance, and said to him
in a sort of chuckling whisper, "And now, Donald, my
man, I think I 've checkmated you for ance." The Re-
gent laughed heartily at this specimen of judicial humor;
and "I' faith, Walter," said he, "this old big-wig seems
to have taken things as coolly as my tyrannical self.
Don't you remember Tom Moore's description of me at
breakfast,—
* The table spread with tea and toast,
Death-warrants and the Morning Post ?*'"
Towards midnight, the Prince called for "a bumper,
with all the honors, to the Author of Waverley," and
looked significantly, as he was charging Ms own glass,
to Scott. Scott seemed somewhat puzzled for a moment,
but instantly recovering himself, and filling his glass to
the brim, said, "Your Eoyal Highness looks as if you
thought I had some claim to the honors of this toast. I
have no such pretensions, but shall take good care that
the real Simon Pure hears of the high compliment that
has now been paid him." He then drank off his claret,
and joined in the cheering, which the Prince himself
timed. , But before the company could resume their seats,
his Eoyal Highness exclaimed, "Another of the same,
if you please, to the Author of Marmion — and now,
Walter, my man, I have checkmated you for ance."
The second bumper was followed by cheers still more
prolonged: and Scott then rose and returned thanks in a
short address, which struck the Lord Chief Commissioner
as "alike grave and graceful." This story has been cir-
culated in a very perverted shape. I now give it on the
authority of my venerated friend. He adds, that having
occasion, the day after, to call on the Duke of York, his
Eoyal Highness said to him: "Upon my word, Adam,
my brother went rather too near the wind about Waver-

